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ton, grown permanently gloomy nowadays over the
loss of the favourite, did not seem to care who rode
him.
The prospects of her father being released grew
steadily worse, it seemed to Nelly. She had never
imagined that a man could be detained so many weeks
without being brought to trial. It showed how great
was the influence the Chief of the Secret Police
possessed. True, the suspect was treated with the
utmost consideration, and seemed contented with his
lot But when a man sits on the veranda of his prison
quarters and calmly tells his wife that he is more com-
fortable there than in his own bungalow, it is clearly
high time for him to be released; and both mother
and daughter were anxiously awaiting the lifting of
the great cloud that had come upon their home-life.
, As Mrs Ryan often said, when a married man takes
to bachelor ways there is no hope for him.
The absence of both father and Archibald gave Nelly
plenty to do at the stables, and as the time of the race
drew near, as often as not she was in the saddle at
'dawn superintending the final touches to Sambal.
On a hot morning two days before the race she had
come home a shade jaded, and was now, after break-
fast, reviving her spirits by hanging the laundry out
to "dry. Her mother had gone down to the jailr with
a basket of delicacies calculated to create a longing
for home in the bosom of the most hardened married
man. Light clouds were flitting over the hot, bright
heavens. A fine breeze, blowing in from the sea, made
worjdng pleasant. In its strong embrace the white
clothes billowed and Sapped cheerfully*